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AFT. L Seien 
SCENE, 4 Room in Olirents' Houſe, 
Enter Oldrents and Hearty. 


7 


Old. TT has, indeed, friend, much afflicted me · 
Heart. And very juſtly, let me tell you, 
Sir, to give ear, and faith too (by your leave) to 


fortune-tellers! wizargs! and gyplies ! 


with you: I wiſh you would have none with him; 
Old. I'll ſoon diſpatch it, and then be for our 
journey inſtantly, 


Heart. I'll wait your coming down, Sir. [ Exit. 
Old. But why, Sprioglove, is now this expedition? 
Sor. Sir, 'tis duty. 

Old. Not common among ſtewards, I confels, to 
| urge in their accompts before the day their lords 


Old. 1 have fiace been frighted with it, in af have limited, 


thouſand creams. 


Spr. Sir, your indulgence, 1 hope, ſhall ne'er 


Heart. 1 wou'd go drunk a thouſand times to bed, | corrupt me.— Here, Sir, is the balance of the ſeve- 
rather chan dream of any of their riddlemy riddle-|ral accompts, which ſhews you what remains in 


meries. - 


caſh ; whith added to your former bank, makes 


Als I. Ev'ry Man take his Glaſsin his Hand, &c. up in al | 


To-day let us never be ſlaves, 
Nor tbe fate of to-morrow enquire : 
Old wizards and gypfies, are knaves, 
And the devil, wwe know, is a har. 
Then drink off a bumper whilſt you may, 


OA. Twelve thouſand and odd pounds. 
Spr. Here are the keys of all: the cheſts are ſafe 


in your own cloſet, 
Od. Why in my cloſet! is not yours as ſafe? 
Spr. O, Sir! you know my ſuit, 


We'll laugh,and we'll ſing, tho', our bairsare grey j Od. Your ſuit! what ſuit? 


He's a fool, and an aſs, 
That will baulk a full glaſs, 
For fear of another day. 
Old. Would 1 had your merry heart! 
Heart. 1 thank you, Sit! | 
Old. 1 mean, the like. 


Heart. I would you had ! and I ſuch an eftate as 


yours, Four thouſand pounds a. yeat, with ſuch a 


heart as mine, would defy fortune, and all her 


babbling ſoothſayers. 
Old Come, I will ftrive to think nc more on't. 
Heart. Will you ride forth for the air theo, and 
be merry ? 
Old. Your council and example, may inſtruct me. 
Heart. Sack muſt be had in ſundry places too, 
For ſongs, | am provided. 
Als II. Arthur a Bland, 
In Nottingbambire, 
Let "em boaſt of their beer; 
With a bey-down, down, and a down ! 
I'll fing in the praiſe of good ſack ; 
Old jack, and old Sherry, 
Will make your beart merry, 


, Without ber a rag to your back. 


Then caft away care, 
Bid adieu to deſpair, 
With a-down, down, deaon, and a down |! 
Like fools, our own ſorrows we make : 
1 of dull thinking, 
bile jack we are drinking, 
Our bearts are too buſy to ache. | 
Enter Springlove, with Books and Papers, and a 
Bunch of Keys, He lays them on a T. able. 
Old. Yet here comes one brings me a ſecond 
fear, who has my care next unto my children. 
Heart. Your ſteward, Sir, it ſeeme, has buſineſs 


Spr. Touching the time of year. 
d. Tis well nigh May; why what of that, 
Springlove ?- [ Birds fing. 
o_ Oh, Sir! you hear 1 am call'd! 
Id. Are there delights in beggary? Or if ta 
take diverſity of air, be ſuch a ſolace, travel the 
kingdom over; and if this yield not variety enough, 
try farther, (provided your deportment be genteel) 
take horſe, and man, and money, you have all, or 
I'll allow enough. | Nightingale, cuckow, Ec. inge. 

Spr. Oh, bow am I confounded! Dear Sir, re- 
turn me naked to the world, rather than lay thoſe 
burdens on me which will ſtifle me. LI muſt 
abroad, or periſh.— Have I your leaves Sir? 

Old. I leave you to diſpute it with yourſelf: I 
have no voice to bid you go, or ftay, xits 

Sor. | am confounded in my obligations to this 
good man, ; - ; 

Enter Randal, and three or four Servants with 
Baſkets. The Servants go off. 
Now, fellows, what news from whence you came? 
Rand. The old wonted news, Sir, from your 
gueſt-houſe, the old barn; they have all pray'd for 
you, and our maſter, as their manner is, from the 
teeth outward 3 marry! from the teeth inwards, 
tis enough to ſwallow your alms, from whence, I 
think, their prayers ſeldom come, 

Spr. Thou'rt Old Randal fill! ever grumbling! 
but ſtill officious for m. 

Rand. Yes, hang em, they know I love em 
well enough; I have had merry bouts with ſome 
of em. 

Ala III. Three merry Men of Kent, 


And be that will not merry, merry be 
| With a pretty Sug ins bed 3 9 
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trouble my head with the ſearch. 


— — —— — 


J wiſh be were laid in our cburcb-yard, 
ith a tamb-ſtone over bis bead. 
* be cou d, to be merry, merry there, 
e, to be merry, merry bere; 
For wbo does know, where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year, 
Brave boys ! to be merry another year. 
Spr. Well, honeſt Randal! thus it is—I am for 
a journey: | know not how long will be my ab- 
ſence; but 1 will preſently take orcer with the cook 
and butler, for my wonted allowance to the poor. 
And I will leave money with them to manage the 
affair till my return. 
Rand. Then, up riſe Randal, bailey of the beggars. 
[He pen the Scene. The Beggars are diſcever d 
in their Poſtures : then they iſſue forth, and at' 
laſt the Patrico. 
All the Beggars. Our maſter! our maſter! our 
ſweet and comfortable maſter ! 
Spr. How chear, my hearts ? 
1 Beg. Moſt crowſe ! moſt caperinglys! Shall we 
dance, ihail we fing, to welcome our king ? 


Ariz IV. Dame of Honour. 


1 Beg. Wom. Tho" all are diſcontented grown, 
| | And fain would change conditions; 
be courtier envies now the clown, 
= ; The clowns turn politicians, 
2 Beg. Wom, Ambition ſtill is void of wit, 
And makes a woeful figure : 
For none of em all e er enuy d yet 
The life of a jovial beggar. 
3 Beg. Wom. The man that bourly racks bis brain, 
To encreaſe bis uſeleſs flore, 
Still dreads a fall, and lives in pain, 
While ue can fall no low'r. 
_ 4 Beg. Wom. The dame of rich attire that brags, 
Mou d willingly unrig ber: 
Did ſbe but know the joys of rags, 
TW, And the life of a jovial beggar. 
Chorus of all. The dame, &c. 
Spr. What is he there? that ſolemn old fellow ? 
2 Beg. Man, O Sir! the rareſt man of all! he 
is a prophet; ſee how he holds up his prognoſticating 
.noſe: he is divining now. 
Spr. How! a prophet! 
2 Beg. Man. Yes, Sir, a cunning-man, and a 
fortune-teller. Tis thought he was a great clerk 
before his decay; but he is very cloſe, will not tell 


- his beginning, nor the fortune he himſelf is fallen 


from. But he ſerves us for a clergyman fill, and 


marries us, if need be, after a new way of his own. 


Spr. How long have you had his company ? 
2 Beg. Man, But lately come among us, but a 


very ancient ftroller all the land over; and has tra- 


velled with gypſies, and is a patrico, Shall he read 


| your fortune, Sir? 


Spr. If it pleaſe him. 
Pat, Lend me your hand, Sir. 
By this palm I underſtand, 
Thou art born to wealth and land: 
And after many a bitter guſt, $+44.1 
Shall build with thy great grandfire's duſt. 
Sor. Where ſhall I find it? But come, I'll not 


2 Beg. Man. What ſay you, Sir, to our crew; are 


we not well congregated ? 


+ You are ajovial crew | the only people whoſe 
happineſs I admire. 

3 Beg. Man. Will you make us happy in ſerving 
you ? Have you any enemies? Shall we fight under 
ye? Will you be our captain ? 

2 Beg: Man. Nay, our king! 
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3 Beg. Man, Command us ſomething, Sir ! 

Spr. Where's the next rendezvous? 

1 Beg. Man, Neither in village, nor in town, 

But three miles off, at Maple-do wn. 

Spr. At evening, there I' viſit you. 

1 Beg. Man. And there you'll find vs frolick. 
Alx V. Round, and round, the Mill goes round. 
1 Beggar Man. 

We'll glad cur hearts with the beſt of cur cheer, 

Our ſpirits we'll raiſe with bis bonowr's flirong beer ; 

All firangers to hope, and regardleſs of fear, 

We'll make this the merrieſt night of the year, 

1 Chorus. ; 

Nor ſorrow, nor pain, amongſt us ſhall be found, 

To f mager s good bealth 72 4 cu — 3 

That long be may live, and in bliſs abound, 

Sball be ev'ry man's wiſh, while the boxwl goes round. 

2 Beggar Man. 

Our wants we can't help, nor our poverty cure; 

To-morrow mayn't come, of to-night we Il make ſure, 

We'll laugh, and lie down, altbe we be poory 

And our love ſhall remain, tho" the wvolf"s at the door. 

$ Chorus. 

Then briſk, and ſmart, Hall our mirth po round, 

With 2 — * Er beat the weld, x 

To pleaſure our maſter in duty bound, 

We'll dancetill we're lame, and drink till we're ſound, 
[4 dance of beggars.] 


Spr. So, now away! [Exeunt Beggars. 
They dream of happineſs, that live in ſtate, 
But they enjoy it, that obey their fate. 
| [ Exit. 
Enter Vincent, Hilliard, Meriel, and Rachel. 

Hil. 1 admire the felicity they take. 

Vin. Beggars! they are the only people can boaſt 
the benefit of a free ſtate, in the full enjoyment of 
liberty, mirth, and eaſe. Who would have loft this 
ſight of their revels? How think you, ladies? Are 
they not the only happy in a nation ? 

Mer. Happier than we, I'm fure, that are pent up, 
and tied by the noſe to the continual ſteam of hot 
hoſpitality here in our father's houſe, when they have 
the air at pleaſure in all variety. | 


Als VI. In the yleafant Month of May, &c. 
In the charming mentb of May, 
When the pretty little birds begin to fing ; 
What a ſhame at home to flay, 
Nor enjoy the ſmiling ſpring. 
While the beggar that looks forlorn, 
Tho" ſhe's not ſo nobly born, 
With ber rags all patch'd and torn, 
TR dances and ſings with themerry men ana maids, 
n ber ſmiling eyes you may trace, 
And her innocent chearful face, 
Theo ſhe's poor, may be i 
Mere happy than fb 
That ſighs in her rich brocades. 
Rach. And though I know we have merrier ſpirits 
than they, yet to live thus uncoafin'd Rifles me. a 
Alx VII. Maſquerade Minuet. , 
See bono the lambs are ſporting ! 
Hear bew the warblers ſing ! 
See bow the doves art courting {_ 
All nature bails the ſpring. 
Let us embrace the bleſſing, 
Beggars alone are free ; 
ree from employment, 
Their life is enjoyment 
Beyond 2xpreſſing ; 
Happy they wander, 
And bappy ſleep under 


The greenwood trees 


„ 


Hy wy we 


aldi, 
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Hil. Why, ladies, you have liberty enough, or 
may take what you pleaſe. 

Mer. Yes, in our father's rule and government, 
or by his allowance: what's that to abſoiute free- 
dom? Such as the very beggars have; to feaft and 
revel here to-day, and yonder to- morrow; next day, 
where they pleaſe; and ſo on till, the whole country 
or kingdom over. There's liberty! the birds of the 
air can take no more, 

Rach. And then, at home here, or whereſoever 
he comes, our father is ſo penſive (what muddy ſpirit 
ſoe er poſſeſſes him, would 1 could conjure it out) 
that he makes us ever ſick of his ſadneſs, that were 
wont to do any thing before him, and he would laugh 
at us. 

Mer. Now he never looks upon us, but with a 
figh, or tears in his eyes, though we fimper never 
ſo demurely. What tales have been told him of us, 
or what he ſufpects, i know not, but I am weary 
'of his houſe. 

Rach. Does he thiak us wanton, tro, becauſe 
ſometimes we talk as lightly as great ladies ? 


Alx VIII. Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 
How ſweet is the evening airy 
When the laſſes all prepare, 
So trim and ſo clean, 
To trip it o'er the green, 
And meet with their ſweethearts there ! 
While the pale tron laſs 
Diſgaiſes ber face, 
To ſqueak at @ maſquerade ; 
here the prouaeſh prude 
May be ſubdu'd, 
And when fhe cries, You're rude, 
You may conclude 
She «vill not die a maid. | 

Rach. 1 can ſwear ſafely for the virginity of one 
of us, ſo far as word and deed goes. Marry, 
thoughts are free, 

Mer. Which is that one of us, I pray ? Yourſelf, 
or me? 

Rach. Good ſiſter Meriel, charity begins at home; 
but I'll ſwear, 1 think as charitably of thee, and 
not only becauſe thou art a year younger, neither. 

Mer. I am beholden'to you.—But dear Rachel, 
as the ſong ſays, a demure look is no ſecurity for 
virtue. 

| Ar IX. Gil+eroy, 
She was not coy, 
She wen d laugh and toy, 
Yet preſerv'd ber "—_ fame; 
Sbe was ber father's only jv, 
And e ty ſhepberd's flame. 
Tho' many ſtrove, 
Te could move ; . 
ill Strepbon, young and gay, 
Inſpir'd by ſoul Sith virtuous love, 
And flole her heart away. 
But for my father, I would I knew his grief, and 
how to cure him, or that we were where we cou'd 
not ſee it. It ſpoils our mirth, and that has been 
better than his meat to us. . 

Vin. Will you hear our motion, ladies? 

Mer. Pla! you would marry us preſently out of 
his way, becauſe he has given you a fooliſh kind of 
promiſe; but we will ſee him in a better humour 
firſt, and as apt to laugh, as we to lie down, I war- 
rant him, 

Hil. Tis like that courſe will cure him, woule 
you embrace it, 

' *Rach, We will have him cur'd fir, I tell you; 
and you mall wait that ſeaſon, and our lefſure. 


Mer. I will rather venture my being one of the 
ape-leaders, than to marry while he is ſo me- 
lancholy. 

Vin, We are for any adventure with you, ladies, 

Rach, And we will put you to't.—Come aſide, 
Meriel. 1 remember an old ſong of my nurſe's, 
every word of which ſhe believed as much as her 
Pſalter, that us d to make me long, when I was a 
girl, to be abroad in a moon-light night. EE. 

Alx X. There lives a laſs upon the Green. 

At night, by moon light on the plain, 
ith rapture, how I've ſeen, 
Attended by ber harmleſs train, 
The little fairy queen 
Her midnight revels ſweetly keep ; 
» While mortals are involv d in 7 4.4 
They tript it oer the green. 
And where they danc'd their chearful round, 
The morning would diſcloſe, 
For where their nimble feet do bound, 
Each flow'r unbidden grows : 
The daiſy ¶ fair as maids in May) 
The cowſlip in bis gold array, 
And bluſhing violet roſe. 

Mer. Come hither, Rachel. 

17, K Hay ba, ha! 

Vin. What's the conceit, I wonder! 

R. Ha, ha, ha! 

Hil. Some merry one, it ſeems, but I'll never pre · 
tend to gueſs at a woman's mind. 

Arr XI. Jolly Roger Twangdillo, &c. 

The mind of a woman can never be known, 

You never can gueſs it arigbt: 

I'll tell you the reaſon——ſbe knows not ber own, 

It changes 7. often e er night; | 
Twen d puzzle Apollo, 
Her ⁊ubim ſies to follow, 

Hit oracle wou'd bea jeſt; 

She'll frown ⁊oben ſhe's kind, 

Then quickly you'll find, 

Sbe ll change with the wind, 
And often abuſes 
The man that ſpe chuſes, 1 
And what fbe refuſes 

Likes beſt. 

Rach. And then, Meriel— Hark again—ha, ha, 

ha ! 

Vin, How they are taken with it! 

Mer. Ha, ha, ha !— Hark again, Rachel—I am 
ot the girl's mind, who would not take the man 
the lik'd beſt, till ſhe was ſure he loy'd her well 
enough to live in a cottage with her. 

Ars XII. The Baily's Daughter of Iſlington. 
Mer. What, tho" ſbe low'd this young man well, 

She never doo d be bis bride, 
. a while be agreed to d well 
ith ber by the greenwoed ſide. 
Rach. And be that lives 5 the greenwood fide, 
. Where joy and pleaſures ſpring 
May laugh at the courtier i painful pride, 
Nor envy the ftate of a ling. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Vin. Some wonderful new nothing, ſure! They 
will laugh as much to ſee a ſwallow fly with a 
white feather imp'd in her tail. 

Hil. They were born laughing, I think. 


Rach. 3 1 ' 
Mer. : Ha, ha, ha! 


Vin. Now, ladies, is your project ripe? Poſleſs 
us with the knowledge os a | 
| . a 


— 


= 


III. 


THE IO VIA 
Ra:b. It is more precious than to be imparted, 


upon a ſlight demand. 

Hil. Pray let us hear it: you know we are your 
truſty ſervants. | 

Vin. And have kept all your councils ever fince 
we have been infant play-fellows. 

Rach. Yes, you have play'd at all kinds of ſmall 
games with us, but this is to the purpoſe, Ha, 
ha, ha 8 

Hil. It ſeems ſo, by your laughing. 

Rach. And afks a ftronger tongue-tye, than 
tearing of books, burning of ſamplers, or making 
dirt pies. 

Vin. You know how, and what we have vow'd; 
to wait upon you, any how, and any whither, 

Mer. And you will ſtand to it? ; 

Vin. Aye, and go to it with you, wherever it 
be. What ſay you, are you for a trip to Bath? 

Mer. No, no, not till the doctor does not know 
what elſe to do with us. | 

Vin. Well, would you be courted to go to London ? 

Rach. Few country ladies need be afk'd twice: 
but you're a bold man to propoſe it. 

Als XIII. Fye! gar rub her o'er with Straw. 
How few, like you, <nculd dare adviſe, 
To truſt the town's deluding arts; 
Where love, in daily _—_ lies, 
And triumpbs over beedleſs bearts : 
How few, like us, cou d thus deny 
T” indulge the tempting dear delight, 
Where daily pleaſures charm the eye, 
And joys ſuperior crown the night. 

Hil. In the name of wonder, what would you do? 

Mer. Pray tell it them, ſiſter Rachel. 

Rach. Why, gentlemen—ha, ha! — Thus it is— 
Tell it you, Meriel. , 

Jin. Oh is that all? | 

Mer. You are the eldery pray tell it you. 

Rach. You are the younger, I command you tell 
it, Come, out with it! they long to have it. 

Hil. When ? 

Vin. When? G 

Mer. In troth you muſt tell it, fiſter, I can't; 
pray begin. AD VS * 

Rach. Then, gentlemen, ſtand your ground! 

Vin. Some terrible buſineſs, ſure?! 

Rach. You ſeem'd e'en now to admire the feli- 
city of beggars. 

Mer. And have engag'd yourſelves to join with 
us in any courſe, 

Roch. Will you, now, with us, and for our ſakes, 

turn beggars? 
Mer. It is our reſolution, and our injunction on 


Ou, 

Rach. But for a time, and a ſhort progreſs. 

Mer. Ano for a ſpring- trick of youth, now in 
the ſeaſon. 

Vin. Beggars | what rogues are theſe ? 

Hil. A ſimple trial of our loves and fervice ! 

Rach. Are you teſolv'd upon't? If not, fare- 
wel! Were reſolved to take our courſe. 

Mer. Let yours be to keep council. 


Vin. Stay, ftay! Beggars Are we not ſo already? 


Ats XIV. Still I turn'd'my Wheel about. 
in. Me beg, But in a big ber flrain _ 
T, han Jrdid Naves who beg for gain. 
Hil. No paliry gold, , e want; 
W: beg wk you alone can grant. 
Vin, No lefty titles, no Yong 9% 7 WE 
But ſomething greater than a crown. 
We hag no wealth, of liberty, 
Both. Vie beg your humble ſlaves to bt. 
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Vin. We beg your ſnowy hands to hiſs, '_ 
Or lips, if you'd wouchſafe the bliſs. 
And if our faithful vows can move, 
(What gods might envy us ) your loves 
The boon we beg, if you deny, 
Our fate's decreed, we pine and die. 
Hil. For life we beg, for life implere : 
Both. The pooreſt wretch can beg no more. 

Rach. That will not ſerve—your time's not come 
for that yet. You ſhall beg victuals firſt. 

Vin. O! I conceive your begging progreſs is, to 
ramble out this ſummer among your father's te- 
nants; and tis in requeſt among gentlemen's daugh- 
ters to devour their cheeſe-cakes, apple-pies, cream 
and cuſtards, flap-jacks, and pan-pucdings. 

Mer. No, no, not ſo. 

Vin. Why ſo we may be a kind of civil beggars. 

Rach. I mean, ſtark, errant, downright beggars. 
Aye, without equivocation, ſtatute beggars. 

Mer. Couchaat, and paſſant, guardant and ram- 
pant beggars. 

Vin. Current and vagrant, 

Hi/. Stockant, and whippant beggars. 

Vin. 'Fore heaven! I think they are in earneſt ; 
for they were always mad. 

Hil. And we were madder than they, if we 
ſhould loſe 'em. ; 

Vin. Tis but a mad trick of youth, as they ſay, 
for the ſpring, or a ſhort progreſs; and mirth may 
be made out of it, if we knew how to carry it. 

Rach. Pray gentlemen, be ſudden. [ Cucleto 
without, ] Hark ! you hear the cuckow ? 

Ain XV. Yellow-hair'd Laddie. 
Rach. Abroad we muſt wander to hear the birds fing, 
T'ehjoy the frejh air, and the charits of the 


Hil, 
Vin. 


pring. 

Mer, We'll — for our bread,then if the night's raw, 
| We'll keep our ſelves warm on a bed of clean flraw. 
Rach. How bit is the beggar, tobo takes the 55 air! 
Mer. Tho" bard is bis lodging, and coarſe is bis fare. 
Rach. Confirement is barefs - 
Mer. ——— And pleaſure deſtreyt. 
Both. *Tis freedom alone is the parent of joys, 

Enter Springlove. 

Vin, O! here comes Springlove ! His great be- 
ne factorſhip among the beggars might prefer us 
with authority into a ragged regiment, preſently. 
Shall I put it to him? | 

Rach. Take heed what you do! His greatneſs 
with my father will betray us. 

Lin. I will cut his throat, then. - My noble 
Springlove! the great commander of the mavn- 
ders, and King of cantets; we ſaw the gratitude of 
your loyal ſubjects, in the large tributary content 
they gave you in their revels. 

Spr. Did you fo, Sir? 

Hil. We have ſeen all, with great delight and 
admiration. 

Spr. I have ſeen you too, kind gentiemen and 
ladies, and over-heard you in your ftrange deſign, 
to be pattakerts, and co-aQors too, In thoſe vile 
courſes, which you call delights, ta'en by thoſe 
deſpicable and abhorred creatures. 

Fin. Thou att a deſpiſer,, nay, a blaſphemer, 
againſt the maker of thofe happy creatures. | 

Rach. He grows zealous in the cauſe : ſare, he'll 
beg indeed. - | 

Vi. Art thou an hypocrite, thes, all this 


| whil-? only pretending charity, or uſihg It to get 


a name and praiſe unto thyſelf; and not to cheriſh 


and increaſe thoſe creatures in their moſt happy 


way of living. 


Me, They ate more zealobs in the taufe than we. 


Rai 
me! 


ter? 
end 


con 
mon 
not, 


2 Birds whiſtle without, ] We are ſummon'd 


Sor. But are you, ladies, at defiance too with re- 
putation, and the dignity due to your father's houſe, | 
and you? 

Rach. Hold thy peace, good Spring'ove ; and 
tho' you ſeem to diſlike this diſcourſe, and reprove 
us for it, do not betray us in it. Your throat's in 
queſtion ; I tell you for good-will, good Springlove. 

Spr. 1 have ſounded your faith, and am glad to 
find you all right. And for your father's ladneſs, 
III tell you the cauſe on't; I over-heard it but 
this day, in private diſcourſe with his merry mate, 
Hearty ; he has been told by (ome wizard, you 
both were born to be beggars, 

All. How ! how! 

Spr. For which he is ſo tormented in mind, that 
he cannot ſleep in peace, nor look upon you, but 
with heart's grief. 

Vin. This is moſt ſtrange ! 

Kab. Let him be griev'd then, till we are 
beggars, we have juſt reaſon to become ſo now; 
and what we thought on but in jeſt before, we'll 
do in earneſt now, 

Spr. I applaud. this reſolution in you; would 
have perſuaged it; will be your ſervant in't. For, 
lookee, ladies; the ſentence of your fortune does 
not ſay that you ſhall beg for need, hunger, or cold 
neceſhty. If therefore you expoſe yourſelves cn 
pleaſure into it, you ſhall abſolve your deſtiny, ne- 
vertheleſs, and cure your father's grief: I am 
overjoy'd to think on't !— am prepar'd already fur 
the adventure, and will with all conveniences fur- 
niſh and ſet you forth; give you rules, and di- 
rections, how I us'd to accoſt paſſengers, with a— 
Good your worſhip! the gift of one ſmall penny to 
2 poor cripple—for here 1 was with em I C:unter- 

feiti lameneſs. —and even to bleſs, and reſtore it 
you in Heaven. l 6 

All, A Springlove! a Springlove! 

Sr, Follow me, gallants, then, as chearful 


forth. 
Al XVI. To you, fair Ladies, now at Land. | 
Rach. To you, dear father, and our bome, 
We bid a ſhort adieu : 
The tempring frolick bas o'ercome, 
By force of being new. , 
But let not that your patience ve x, 
Fer, dear papa, you know our ſer, 
With a fal, la, Se.. 
Ner hope, good Sir, to ſpare your coffy 
Nor think cur fortune s paid; 
No woman yet was ever «fl, 
7b ſometimes ſhe's mis-laid : 
For when the pleaſure turns to pain, 
Be fure we ſhall come bome again. 
With a fal, la, &c. 
" 3. Pap 3 II. 
. SCENE 1. 
SCENE, Oldrents Houſe. 
Enter Randal, with a Bag of Money in bis Hand. 
Rand. EL L, go thy ways ! if ever any juſt 
and charitable ſteward was com- 
mended, ſurely thou ſhalt be at the laſt quarter- 
day. Here's five and twenty pounds for this quar- 
ter's beggars charge : and (if he return not by the 
end of this quurter) here's order to a friend to ſup- 


ply for the next;—If I now ſhould venture for the 
commendatiun of an unjuſt ſteward, and turn this 


Mer. 


| 
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to rob the poor (a poor trick) every churchwarden 
can dot Now ſomething whiſpers me, that my 
maſter, for his ſteward's love, will ſupply the 
poor, as I may handle the matter—then I rob the 
te ward, if I reſtore him not the money at his re- 
turn.— Away, temptation! leave me! [Im frail 
fleſh, yet 1 will fight with thee, —But ſay the 
te ward never return. 0! but he will return! 
Perhaps he may not return—turn from me, Sa- 
tan! ſtrive not to clog my conſcience;—T wou'd 
not have this weight upon me, for all thy kingdom. 
Enter Hearty ſinging, and Oldrents. 
Air XVII. Let Burgundy flow. 
Let pleaſure go round, 
Let us laugh and ſing, let ut laugh and ſing, boys! 
Let bumour abou 
And joy fill the day; 
If ſorrow intrude, 
Drive it out again, drive it out again, boys ! 
If by griefs we're purſu'd, 
et us drink em away z 
The pleaſures of wine 
Make a mortal divine ; 
For get but a bottle unce into your noddle 
No power or art, 
Can ſuch virtue impart, | 
For raifing the ſpirits and chearing the beart. 
Remember, Sir, your covenant to be merry. 

01d. I ftrive, you ſee, to be ſo.— But do you ſee 
yon fellow ? 

Heart. I never noted him ſo fad before; he nei- 
ther ſings nor whiſtles. 

Old. Why, how now, Randal ! Where's Spring- 
love ? 

Rand. Here's his money, Sir; I pray that I be 
charg'd with it no longer. The devil and I have 
ſtrainꝰd courteſy theſe two hours about it I would 
not be corrupted with the truſt of more than is my 
own. Mr, Steward gave it me, Sir, to order it 
for the beggars: he has made me fieward of the 
barn, and them ; while he is gone, he ſays, a 
journey to ſurvey and meaſcre lands abroad about 
the countries; ſome purchaſe, I think, for your 
worſhip. 4 

014. 1 know his meaſuring of land ! he's gone his 
old way, and let him go—Am not I merry, Hearty? 

Heart. Yes, but not hearty merry. 

Od. The poor's charge ſhall be mine: carry you 
the money to one of my daughters, to krep for 
Springlove. 

Rand. I thank your worſhip. 

Old. He might have ta en his leave, tho“. 

Heart. I hope he's run away with ſome large 
truſt: 1 never lik'd ſuch demure, down-look'd 
feilows. ; | 

Old. You are deceiv'd in him. | 

Heort. If you be not, tis well.— But this is 
from the covenant. 

Old. Well, Sir, I will be merry: I'm reſolved 
to force my ſpirit only unto mirth.—Should I hear 
now my daughters were miſled, or run away, [ 
would not ſend a fign to fetch 'em back. 

Heart. T'other old ſong for that. 

XVIII. Taunton Dean. 

There was an old fellow at Waltham-croſt, 

Who merrily ſung when be liv'd by the loſs; 

He chear'd up bis beart when his goods went ts 

rack, 

With a hem! boys, bem! and a cup of old jack, 
Old. Is that the way on't? Well, it ſhalt be 


mine then, 
Enter Randal, 


money to my own uſe Ha! dear devil, tempt me 
not { Tl do thee ſervice in's greater matter; but! 


Rand. My miſtreſſes are both abroad, Sir, 
Od. How! fince when? © 
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that they are loſt, and no more mine. 
Joſe her name, where I have being, and ſadneſs 


perhaps, in all Europe. 
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"Rand. On foot, Sir, two hours fince, with the 
two gentlemen their lovers. Here's a letter they 


left with the butler, and there's a mutt'cing in| 


the houſe, . 

Old. I will not read, nor open it, but evaciite | 
within myſelf the worft that can befal them; 
Griet mal! 


from my fartheſt foor of land, while 1 have life, 
be baniſh'd. | 

Heart. What's the whim now ! 

Old. My tenants ſhall fit rent- free for this twelve- 
month, and all my ſervants have their wages 
doubled; and ſo ſhall be my charge in houſe-keep. 
ing: I hope my friends will find and put me to't. 

Heart. For them, Il! be your undertaker, Sir. 
But this is over-done ! I don't like it. 

Old. And for thy news, the money that thou 
baſt, is now thy own: I'll make it good to Spring- 
love. Be ſad with it, and leave me; for I tell 
thee I'll purge my houſe of ſtupid melancholy. 

Rand. I'll be as merry, as the charge that's un- 
der me. : 

[A confus'd noiſe of ſinging and laugbing without. 
The beggars, Sir | d'ye hear them in the barn ? 

01d. I double their allowance too; that they 
may double their numbers, and encreaſe their noiſe, 

Rand. Now you are ſo nigh, Sir, if you'll look 
in, I doubt not but you'll find them at their high 
feaſt already. 

Heart. Pray let's ſee them, Sir, 

Old. With all my heart. 

SCENE draw, and diſcovers the Beggars. 

All Beg. Bleſs his worſhip! his good worſhip ! 
Bleſs his worſhip ! 

1 Beg. Man. Come, friends, let's give his worſhip 
a taſte of our mirth] hem! Let us ſing the part- 
ſong that I made for you, that which contains all 


our characters, I mean thoſe we had in better 


times: there is not ſuch a collection of oddities, 
Hem de filent there 
Ali XIX. My Name is Old Hewſon the Cobler. 
1 Beg. Man. I once was a poet, at London, 
I keep my Heart flill full of glee; 
There's ns man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. 
. Tol derol, &c. 
2 Beg. Man: I was once an attorney at law, 
And after, a knight of the poſt : 
Give me a briſk wwench in clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rles the roaſt. 
g 8 Tol derol, Sc. 
Beg. Man. Mate room for a ſoldier in buff, 
1 : : Who — — . : 
Till be fancy'd the peace breaking off, 
And then be moſt wiſcly—ſcld out. 
Tol derol, &c. 
4 Beg. Man. Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatier'd my lord to nan oh 
New railing is all bis delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſi d getting a place. 
| Tul derol, Cc. 
5 Beg. Man. Ii am a merry gut- ſcrape-, 
My beart never yet felt a guolm : 
Tho" poor, I can frolick-and vag our, 
And ing any tune, but a pſalm. 
Tol derol, &c. 
6 Beg. Man. I was a fanatical preacber, 
7 I turn d up my eyes when I pray'd; 
But my hearers bad balf-flarv'd their 


teacher, - 
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7 Beg. Man. Whoe'er wou d be merry and free, 
Let bim liſt, and from us he may learn; 
In palaces whbo ſhall you ſee 
Half ſo bappy as we in a barn! 


Tol derol, Cc. 

Chorus of all. hoe er wo d, Cc. 
Old. Good Heaven! how merry they are. 
Heart. Be not you fad at that? 
Old. Sad, Hearty! no; unleſs it be with envy 
at their full happineſs, What is an eſtate of wealth 
and power, balanced with their freedom ? 
Heart. 1 have not ſo much wealth to weigh me 
down, nor ſo little, I thank chance, as to dance 
naked. 

Enter Patrico. e 
All Beg. Bleſs his worſhip! his good worſhip! 
Bleſs his worſhip! [Exeunt Beggars, 

Manet Patrico. 
Heart. How think you, Sir? or what? or why 
d'ye think at all, unleſs on ſack, or ſupper-time ? 
D'ye fall back ? D'ye not know the danger of re- 
lapſes ? 

Old. Good Hearty! thou miſtakeſt me: I was 
thinking upon this Patrico, and that he has more 
ſoul than a born beggar in him. 

Heart. Rogue envugh, though, I warrant him. 
Old. Pray forbear that language. 

Heart. Will you then talk of ſack, that can 
drown ſighing? Will you in to ſupper, and take me 
there your gueſt * or muſt I creep into the barn 
among your welcome ones ? 

Old. You have rebuked me timely, and moſt 
friendly, [ Exit. 

Heart. Would all were well with him! 

[Exit. Patrico follauss. 

Rand. It is with me, 

Al XX. All in a miſty Morning, &c. 
What tho" theſe guineas bright, Sir, 
Be beauy in my lag; 
My heart is ftil! the lighter, 
The more my pockets ſwag : 
Let muſty feels 
Fing out by rules 
T bat money ſorrow bringt; 
Yet none can think 
Hino I love their chink ; 
Alas, poor things ! 
SCENE ebe Field:. 
Enter Vincent and Hilliard in their Rags. 

Hil.” Is this the life we admired in others, with 
envy of their happineſs ? 

Vinc, Pray let us make a virtuous uſe of ie, and 
repent us of that deadly fin, before a greater pu- 
niſhment'than that of /amine and lice fall upon us, 
by ſteering our courie homewards. Before I'll en- 
dure ſuch another nighr 

Hil. What wou'dit thou do? 1 with thy miſtreſs 
heard thee. 

Vinc. I hope ſhe does not; for I know there's no 
altering our courſe before they make the firſt mo- 
tion : but 'tis ſtrange we ſhould be weary already, 
and before their ſofter conſtitution of fleſh and 
blood. a | 

Hil. They are the ſtronger in will, it ſeems. 

Alx XXI. Wincheſter Wedding. 
Tho' women, tit true are but tender, 
Yet nature does flrength ſupply : 
Their will is tos flrong to ſurrenger, 
They're obſtinate ſtill till they die. 
In wain you attack em with reaſon, 


Your ſorrows you only — 
on, 


[Exit, 


For they believ d not one 2yord that I 
' ſaid. 


Tel derol, &c. 


Diſpncing is always bigh-trea 
| 0 Werran was e er in the wronge 


as -& A © £4 


Exit. 
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and 
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Your only relief is to bear 
And when you appear content, 
Perhaps, in — the fair 
May perſuade berſelf into conſent. 
Enter Spiingleve. 

Spr. How now, comrades ! repining already at 
your fulneſs of liberty? Do you complain of eaſe ? 

Vinc. Eaſe, calleſt thou it! Didſt thou ſleep to- 
night ? 

Spr. Not ſo well theſe eighteen months, I ſwear, 
fince my laſt walks. 

Hil. Lightning and tempeſt is out of thy litany. 
Could not the Thunder wake thee ? 

Spr. Ha, ha, ha! 

Vinc. Nor the noiſe of the crew in the quarter 
by us? Well! never did knights errant in all ad- 
ventures, merit more of their ladies, than we 
beggars errant, or errant beggars, do of ours, 

Ser- The greater will be your reward, hink 
upon that; and ſhew no manner of diſtaſte to turn 
their hearts from yuu : you are undone then, 

Vinc. Are they ready to appear out of their privy 
lodgings in the pigs palace of pleaſure ? Are they 
coming forth ? 

Spr. I left 'em almoſt ready, fitting on their 
pads of ftraw, helping to dre(s each other's head; 
the one's eye is t'other's look ing-glaſs; with the 
prettieſt coyle they keep to fit their fancies in the 
molt graceful way of wearing their new dreſſing, 
that you wou's admire, 

Vinc. I hope we are as gracefully ſet out; are we 
not? b 
Ser. Indifferent well. But will you fall to prac. 
tice ? Let me hear how you can maund when you 
meet with paſſengers. 

Hil. We do not look like men, I hope, too good 
to learn. | 

Sor. Suppoſe ſome perſons of worth, or wealth, 
ba Hag by now : note me. — Good your good wor- 
hip, your charity to the poor, that will duly and 
truly pray for you day and night! 

Vine. Away, you idle rogue! You wou'd be ſer 
to work, and whipt! 

Spr. That is lame and ſick, hungry and com- 
fortieſs! 

Vinc. If you were well ſerv'd 

Spr. And Heaven to bleſs you, and reward you 
for't 

Vinc. Pr'ythee hold thy peace! (Here be dole- 
ful notes indeed! and leave us to our own genius. 
If we muſt beg, let us let it yo as it comes, by in- 
ſpiration.—el lave not your ſet form of begging, 

Spr. Let me inſtruct you, though. 

| [ Springlove infiru@s. 
Enter Rachel and Meriel in Rags 

Rach. Have a care, good Meriel; what hearts 
or limbs ſoever we have, and tho' never ſo feeble, 
let us ſet our beſt faces on'r, and laugh our laſt gaſp 
out, before we diſcover any diſlike or wearineſs to 
them, Let us bear it out till they complain firſt, 
and beg to carry us home a-pick a- pack. 

Mer. I am ſorely ſurfeited with hoofing already 
tho', and ſo crupper-crampt with our hard lodg- 
ing, and ſo bumfiddled with the ſtraw, that 

Alx XXII. Charmiag is your Shape and Air, 
| Did our fighing lovers know, 
What à pain we under go; 
S⁊ueeter won d their wooing prove, 
Shorter were the way to love. 
Unkind commands when they obey, 
We 1 more, much more than they : 
And to rebel, were kinder ftill, 
Than ty obey againſt eur will, 


Rach. Think not on't, I am numb'd i'th* 
bum, and ſhoulders too, a little; and have found 
the difference between a hard floor, with a little 
ftraw, and a down bed with a quilt upon't. But no 
words, nora ſour look, I pr'ythee, 

Hil. O! here they are! Madam Few Clothes, 


and my Lady Bonny-rag. 


Vinc. Peace! they ſee us. 

— Ha, ha, ha! | 

Vinc. We are glad the object pleaſes you. 

Rach. So does the ſubject: now you appear the 
elories of the ſpring, darlings of Ph@bus, and the 
ſummer's heirs. 


Airs XXIII. Young Philander lov'd me long. 
Mis betide each tender fair! ; 
Who now bebolds you, muſt adore ye. 
Such 2 and ſuch an air, 
Muft make each beauty fall before ye. 
Narcifſus' fate, and yours wwere one, 
Cou'd you but your own charms diſcover ; 
You'd die, as many a fop bas done, 
Only of bimſelf a lover. 
Air XXIV. I love thee, by Heav'n! 
Hil, As naked almoſt, and more fair you appear 
Than {aA when 77 5 Aalen + 
Yet that flag - bunter s fate, your wotaries here, 
Me bepe, you're too gentle to lay on. 
Vinc. For be, like a fool, took a peep, and no more, 
Se ſhe gave bim à large pair of borrs, Sir: 
What goddeſs, undreft, ſuch negle& ever bore. 
1 woman e er parden d ſuch ſcorns, 
ir | 
Hil. The man, 20h with beauty feaſts only bis eyes, 
With the fair always 2 — Les 3 
You frat find by cur actions, our looks, and our 
$959 
ere not barely contented with wiewing. 

SOR a Ha, ha, ha! We are glad you're ſo merry! 

Vine. Merry, and luſty too : this nighe will we 
lie together, as well as the proudeſt couple in the 
barn. 

Alx XXV. Ye Beaux of Pleaſyge, 
Dear noble ſquirt, 
I fear this fire 
Wou'd ſoon expire 
Ere merning come. 
So bard a l:dging, 
You wou'd be grudging, 
And ſoon be — 
Te lock for beme. 
Till we're conſenting, 
There's no releuting, 
There's no r it 
Shall ſet 2. 
A lazy rover, 
That gives it over, 
May K a lo —— 
But not for me. 

Spr. What! do we come for this? Laugh and 
lie down when your bellies are full! Remember, 
ladies, you have not begg'd yet, to quit your deſ- 
tiny: but have liv'd hitherto on my endeavours. 
Who got your ſupper, pray, laſt night, but I? 
of dainty trencher-fees from a gentleman's houſe, 
ſuch as the ſerving- men themſelves ſometimes 
would have been glad of: and this morning now, 
what comfortable chippings, and ſweet butter-milk, 
had you to breakfaſt ! 


Rach. O, 'twas excellent! I feel it good ſtill, here. 


Mer, There was a brown cruſt amongſt it that 


** n 
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has made my week: ſo white, methinks, Is is not, 
Rachel ? ; 


Rach. Yes, yes, you gave me none on it;; you 

ever covet to have all the beauty, 
Alx XXVI. Peggy of Wandſworth, 
No woman ber envy can ſmother, 
Tho" never ſo vain of ber charms ; 
If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. . 
New conqueſts ſhe ftill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grown Jeſs : 
Her poor little heart is ftill aching, 
At fight of another' © $a 
But nature 1efign' 
In love to mankind, 
Toat different beauties ſhou'd move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, 
None ver ho d reign 
Sole monarch in empire or love. 
Then learn to be wiſe, 
New triumphs deſpiſe, 
Ard leave to your neighbours their due; 
If one can't pleaſe, 
+ » You'll find by degrees, | 
You'll! not be contented with two. 

Niac. They are pleaſed, and never like to be weary. 

Hil. No more muſt we, if we'll be their's. . 

For. Peace! here comes paſſengers ; forget not 
© your rules, quickly diſperſe yourſelves, " fall to 

calling. Exeunt. 
* Enter Oliver. | 

Oli. Let me ſee ; here am I ſent by my father, 
the worſhipful Juſtice Clack, in great haſte to Mr. 
Oldrents, in ſearch of my couſin Amie, who is run 
away with Martin, my father's clerk, and Hear- 
ty's nephe w, juſt when ſhe ſhould have been coupled 
to another : my buſineſs requires haſte; but my 
pleafure, and all the ſearch that ! intend, is, by 
hovering here, to take a review of a brace. of the 
hand ſomeſt beggar-wenches, that ever grac'd ditch 
or hedge-ſide ; I paſt by em in haſte, but ſome- 
thing ſo poſſeſſes me, that | muſt—what the devil 
muſt 1?—A beggar !—why, beggars are fleſh and 
blood, and rags ate no diſeaſes; and there is more 
wholeſome fleih under country dirt, than city 
painting. 

Enter Rachel and Meriel. 
O! here they come ! they are delicately ſkinned and 
limbed! now they ſpy me. 

Rach. Sir, I beſeech you look upon us with the 
Favour of a geatleman, We are in a preſeut diſtreſs, 
and utterly unacquainted in theſe parts, and there- 
foie forced by the calamity of our misfortunes, to 
implore the courteſy, or rather charity, of thoſe to 
whom we are ſtrangers. 

Oli, Very fine, this! | 

Mer. Be therefore pleaſed, right looks Sir, not 
only valuing us by our.outward habits, which can- 
not but appear laathſome or deſpicable unto vou, 
but as we are forlorn.chriftians, and in that eſtima- 
tion, 'be.compatſliogately moved to caſt a handful or 
two of your tilver. or a few of your golden pieces 
unto us, to furniſh us with linen aud ſore decent. 
| habiliwegts. 

- 0h. They beg in a high ftrain ! Sure they are 
_ or bewitched into a language they underitand | 
not. The ſpirits of ſome decayed gentry talk in 
them, ſure. 

* May ve expect a gracious anſwer from you, 


JOVIAL 


| 


er And that as you can wilh our virgin kauen 
to be propitiqus for yau, | 


CREW. 
Arr XXVII. Wale), wale” yp yon Bank, &c, 

Rach. O! may your miſtreſs ne er deny, 

The ſuit, which you ſpall bumbly move ! 


Mer. And may the 7 virgins vie, 
And be ambitious of your love ! 
Rach. If honour lead, 
Mer. May you ſucceed z 
Rach. By love inſpir'd, with conqueſt crotun d. 
Mer. And when you wed, 
Rach, Yeur bridal bed 
Both. With wealth and endleſs joys abound. 


Oli. This exccecs all that ever I heard, and firikes 
me into wonder. Pray tell me how long you have 
been beggars ? or how chanc'd you to be fo? 

Rach. By influence of our ſtars, Sir. | 

Mer. We were born to no better fortune. 

Oli. How came you to talk and fing thus? and 
ſo much above the beggars dialect? 

Rach. Our ſpeech came naturally to us; and we 
ever lov'd to learn by rote, as well as we cou'd. 

Mer. And to be ambitious above the vulgar, to 
aſk more than common alms, whate'er men pleaſe 
to give us. 

Oli. Sure ſome well-diſpos'd gentleman, as my- 
ſelf, got theſe wenches, They are too well grown 
to be my own, and I cannot be inceſtaous with 'em. 

Rach. Pray, Sir, your noble bounty, 

Oli. What a tempting ip that little rogue moves 
there! and what an enticing eye the other ! 

Ain XXVIII. There was a pretty Laſs, and a 
Tenant, &c. 
[To Rach.] Come bieher pretty maid, wvith a black 


Form e 
[Aſide ]. What a Ap was there! does all my 
gene charm. 
[To Mer.] Come bither, pretty dear, for I ſwear, I 
long te tr 


A litele, little love, which will do thee, 
child, no harm. 
[To Rach. ] That air, that grace, 
To Mer. ] That lovely milk-white fin | 
To both. 0b, which ball I embrace? 
1 9b! where ſhall I begin / 
For 7 th” Jay 
b of them muſt woo ; 
T bad better run away, 
Than deal at once with two. 
What's this 7 a'flea upon thy boſom ? 
Mer. Is it not a ftraw-colour'd one, Sir? 
Oh. O what a provabing lin is there! That very 
touch inflames 
AIR XXIX. þ down in a Meadow, e. 
Rach, Can nothing, Sir, move you, our ju col to 
mend g 
Have 7 ou nothing to give? Have you not hir 
to lend? 
Mer. You ſee the ſad fate we poor damſeli endure, 
Can't charity move you to grant us a cure? 
Rach. My heart 1 s /o beave, I'm afraid it will 
reak | 
Of wiauals we've ſcarce bad a. morſel this 
Week. 


Mer. How hard is your heart! beau unliad js your 
eye! | 


CAfde. ] 


I Nothin can move you, good Sir, to comply. 
Both. How bard is your heart, 2 : 
Rach. Ate you mov'd in charity towards us yet? 
Oli. Mov'd! 1 am mov'd; no fleſh and * 
more mov'd. 
Mer. Then, pray Sir, your benevolence. 
Oli. Benevolence! which ſhall I be benevolent to? 
or which firſt? I am puzzled in the choice, Wou'd 
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ſame ſworn brother of mine were here to draw a cut 
with me. 

Rach. Sir, noble Sir, 

Oli. Firſt let me tell you, damſels, I am bound 
by a ſtrong vow to kiſs all of your tex I meet this 
morning. 

Mer. Reggars and all, Sir! 

Oli, All, ail; let not your coyneſs croſs a gentle. 
man's yow, I beſeech you, [ Kifjes em both. 

Mer. You?l!l tell now. 

Als XXX. One Evening as | lay, &c. 
Fair maidens, OI beware 
Of ufing men tes well! 
Their pride is all their cara, 
They only kiſs, to ted. 
Heco tard the wirgin's 2 
While cry way undone; 
The coy grow out of date, 
Tbey re ruin d. if they're won. 


ö Racb. 


11 
| Spr. They be but young, and ſimple; and if they 
have offended, let not your worſhip's own hands drag 


em to the law, or carry em to puniſhment ; Cor- 


rect 'em not yourſelf, it is the beadle's office. 
Oli. D'ye talk ! hag-rag ? 
. Shag-tag 
; [Offer to beat bim with their crutches ; he run off. 
inc. He is prevented, and aſhamed of his pur- 
poſe, 
Rach. Look you here, gentlemen, twelve-pence 
, a-yiece! 
Aer. Beſides fair offers, and large promiles, 
What have you got to-day, gentlemen ? 
| Vince. More than (as we are gentlemen) we 
; wou'd have taken. 
Hil. Yet we put it up in your ſervice. 


: Ha, ha, ha! ſwitchee and kicks! ha, 


Mer. 


Oli, Tell, quotha! 1 cou'd tell a thouſand on ha, ha! 


thoſe lips, and as many upon thoſe. What life- 
reſtoring breaths they have! milk from the cow 
ſteams not ſo ſweetly.—I mutt lay one of 'em a- 
board; both, if my tackling hold, 

— el Kir! 

Oi. But how to bargain, now, will be the 
doubt: they that beg ſo high, as by the bandtuls. 
may expect for price above the rate of good men's 
wives, 

Rach. Now will you, Sir, be pleas'd ? 

Oli. With all my heart, ſweet! ane I am glad 
thou know'ſt my mud. —Htre's twelye-peace a 

iece for you. 


- We thank vou, Sir. 


Oli, That's but as earnet; I'll jeſt away the reſt 


with vou.— Lock here ali this—Come, you know 
my meaning, 
Ain XXI. Whrathe Kine had given a Pailfal. 
Rach, d you burt @ tender creature, 
Whom your charity fbuu'd fave ? 
Mer. Isit in yeur gentle nate, 
Thus to tiumpb vw 6 flave? 
ow Fe, Fe Havez, Qtr; 
er. Y:u re ts Llane, Sir; 
Can your wwe! Dip int 'o {ro 7 


Rach. 7 y:u 1c above tity 
Mer, "7 wwitl ,jGue me, 
Still to &/ij wer , As, ne, nc 9 
Both. Feil te an ſcver, N, no, no. 
Mer. All yaur gold can newer buy mey 
Or from wiriue ſer me free : 
Rach. Then art meaner, thus to try me; 
Porer, baler far than we. 
Mer. Ladies gay, Sir, 
Rach, May jſpnt and play, Sir; 
But ſbe that's rer, and b:ns/t oo, 
Mer. May nudler be, 
Ravh. Than the proudeſ] ſpe, 
Mile thus 1 anſroers, Ne, no, no! 


While thus e anſtbers, Ne, ub, 13. 

Both. Ladies gay, Sir, c. x 

Oli. Muſt you be drawn to't? then III pull you. 
Come away ! 
Rach. 7 

Mer. ? Ah! ah! * 

Enter Springlove, Vincent, and Hiliiard, 

Vinc. Let's beat his brains out. 

Oli. Come, leave your ſqueaking · 

Spr. O! do not hurt em, maſter. 


| Spr, Talk not here of your gettings, we muſt 
quit this quarter: the eager gentleman's repulſe 


may arm, and return him with revenge upon us; 
we. muſt therefore leap hedge and ditch, till we 
eſcape out of this liberty, to our next rendeavous, 
where we ſhall meet the crew, and then, hay toſs, 
and laugh all night. | 
Mer. As we did laſt night. / 
Rach. Hold out, Meriel. 


Mer. Lead on, brave general, 
Viac. What ſhall we do ? they are in heart till; 
| Shal: we go on ? 

HI. There's no flinching back, you ſee. 

Enter Martin and Amie, in poor Habits, 

Spr. Stay, here comes more paſſengers; fingle 
yourſelves again, aud fall to your calling, diſcreetly. 

Hil, I'M fingle no more; if you'll beg in full cry, 
I am for you. 

Mer. Aye, that will be fines! let's charm alltogether, 

Ker. Stay tirft, and liſten a little, 

Mar, Be of good cheer, ſweetheart, we have 
. eſcaped hitherto, and I believe that all the ſearch is 
; now retired, and we may ſafely paſs forward. 
Am, I ſhou'd be ſale with chee. But that's a 


; m.oft lving proverb that ſays, Where love ig, there's 
no lack. I am faint, and cannot travel farther 

without meat; and if you loved me, you wou'd get 

me tome. 

| Mar. We'll venture at the next village to call for 

ſome; the beſt is, we want no money. 

im. We {hall be taken then, I fear; Til rather 

| vine to death. 

| A1z XXXII. 

| The tureful lar, whe from her neft, 

Fire yet tec eg, is tel n awpy, 

With care attended and careſs'd, : 

Sbe ſemetimes ſings the live-long day, 

| Yet fill ber rative feldi ſhe mourns, 4 

' 

| 

! 


The poor Shepherd. 


Her gavler bates, bis kindneſs ſearns, 

For freedom pants, for freedom bunt. 

That darling freedim once obtain'd, 
Unful'd, untaugh; to ſearch for prey; 

She mourns the Jiberty Me 2 * 
And bungry, pines ber beurs ata · 

| Heipieſs, the little wand'rer flies, 

Then boameward turns ber longing eyes, 

And warbling cut ber grief ſpe dies. . 
| Mar. Be not ſo fearful; who can know us in 
theſe clowniſh habits ? | 

Am, Our clothes indeed are poor enough to be 
with; wou'd 1 cou'd beg, ſo it were of firanget 


Oli. Hurt em! I meant em but too well Shall —— not know me, rather than buy of thoſs 


_ % 


I be ſo pre vente. 
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Mar. And yonder be ſome that can teach us. | 

'Spr. Theſe are the young couple of run-away 
lovers diſguiſed, that the country is ſo laid for ; ob- 
ſerve, and follow now.—Good loving meaſter and 
meeſttreis, your bleſſed charity to the poor, lame, 
and ſick, weak and comfortleſs, that will night and 
da x 


A Duly and truly pray for you. 
truly pray for you. 

Spr. Pray hold your peace, and let me alone.— 
Good young meaſter and meeſtreſs, a little comfort 
among us all; and to bleſs you where'er you go, 
and 

All. Duly and truly pray for you. Duly and 
truly 

Spr. Pray do not uſe me thus.-Now, ſweet 
young meaſter and meeſtreſs, to look upon your 
poor, that have no relief or ſuceour, no bread to 
put in our heads. 

Vinc. Would'ſt thou put bread in thy brains ?— 
No lands or livings. 

Fpr. No houſe, nor home, nor covering from the 
colo; no health, no help, but your ſweet charity. 

Mer. No bands or ſhirts, but louſy, on our backs. 

Alx XXXIII. TII tell you a Story, &c. 
Mer. Ob! turn your eyes on me, and view my diſtreſs 
Did you know my hard fate you weuld pity my caſe, 
Such a kind-bearted gentleman ſure wou'd grant 
To a tender young virgin, wwhate'er ſhe did want. 

Hil. Noſ.nocks or petticoats to hide our ſcratches. 

Ars XXXIV. Did you not hear of a Spanith 
Lady, &c. 
Hil, Ob, hear my ſtory, gentle lady, 
Jam a wealtby farmer's ſon; 
Who once wwas gay, and rich as may be, 
But now by love I am undone. 
Reduc d 20 want and wretchedneſs, 
And ftarv'd muſt be, 
_ you grant to my diſtreſs, 
our charity. 

Vinc. No ikin to our fleſh, nor fleſh to our bones, 

Hortly. 
Air XXXV. Now ponder well, &c. 
Vinc. I like a gentleman did live, 
Ie er did beg before; 
A lietle thing you ſure might give, 
That o d not male you pcor. 
All. Duly and truly pray tor you. 
AR XXXVI. My Daddy's a Delver, &c. 
Rach. My daddy is gone to bit grave; 
OY My mother lies under a ſtone; 
And never a penny I bave, 
Ala! IT am guite undone. 

My hodging is in the cold air, 
Lind bunger is ſharp, and bites; 

A little, Sir, good Sir, ſpare, 
To keep me warm o nig bts. 

Nacb. No ſhoes to our legs, or hoſe to our feet. 

Spr. I'll run away from you, if you beg a ſtroke 
more Good worfhipful meaſter and meeſtreſ 

Mar. Good friend, forbear, here's no meaſter, 
nor meeſtreſs, we are poor folks; thou ſeeſt no 
worſhip upon our backs, I'm ſure; and for within, 
we want as much as you, and would as willingly 
beg, if we knew how as well. 

Spr. Alack for pity ! you may have enough; and 
what I bave is yours, if you'll accept it. Tis 
wholeſome food, from a good gentleman's gate.— 
Alas! good miſtreſs— much good do your heart! 
How ſavourly the feeds! 

Mar. What, do you mean to poiſon yourſelf? 
An. Do you ſhew love, in grudging me ? 


Duly and 


Mar, Nay, if you think it hurts you not, fall} 


too. I'll not beguile you. And here, mine hoſt, 
ſomething towards your reckoning, 

Am. This beggar is an angel, ſure! 

Ser. Nothing by way of bargain, gentle maſter ; 
'tis againſt order, and will never thrive: but pray, 
Sir, your reward in charity, 

Mar. Here then, in charity.— This fellow wou'd 
never make a good clerk. 

Spr. What! all this, maſter ? 

Am. What is it? let me ſee it. 

Spr. Tis a whole f ver thiee-pence, miſtreſs. 

Am. For ſhame! ungratetul miier.— Hete, friend, 
a golden crown for thee. 

Spr. Bountiful goodneſs! gold! if I thought a 
dear year were coming, I would take a farm now. 

Am. 1 have robb'd thy partners of their ſhares 
too; there's a crown more for them. 

All. Duly and truly pray for you. 

Mar. What have you done? leſs wou'd have 
ſerv'd ; and your bounty will betray us. 

Am. Fye on your wietched policy! 

Spr. No, no, good maſter; I knew you all this 
while, and my iweet miſtreſs tog. And now I'll 
tell you, the ſearch is every way, the country all 
laid for you; 'tis well you ſtaid here. Your habits, 
were they but a little nearer our faſhion, wou'd ſe- 
cure you with us. But are you married, maſter and 
miſtreſs? Are you join'd in matrimony? In heart, 
I know you are. And Iwill (if it pleaſe you) for 
your great bounty, bring you to a curate that lacks 
no licence, nor has any living to loſe, that ſhall put 
you together, 

Mar. Thou art a heaven!y beggar! 

Spr. But he is ſo ſcrupulous, and ſeverely preciſe, 
that unleſs you, miſtreſs, will affirm that you are 
with child by the gentleman, that you have at leaſt 
ſept together, he will not marry you. But if you 


he holds hiwuſe!f bound to do it. 

Mar. You may ſay you have. 

Am. 1 wou!d not have it ſo, nor make that lye 
againſt myſelf, for all the world, 

Ain XXXVII. Come from the Groves, 
Is ihere on earth a pleaſure, 
Dearer than wiriue's fome? 
In wain's the real treaſure, 
When we bave le the name. 
Then let caab mail maintain it, 
Till aſk the niceſt care; 
Once loft, Guin ne er regain it, 
All, all is then deſpair. 
Spr. That I like well, and her exceedingly. 
Ajide. 

Mar, I'll do that for thee - thou ſhalt never beg 
more. 

Spr. That cannot be purchas'd, ſcarce, for the 
price of your miſtreſs, Will you walk, maſter ?— 
We uſzt no compliments. 

All. Duly and truly pray for you. [Exeunt, 

Air XXXVIII. Peggy, I muſt love thee, 
Am. How crucl is that parent's care, 
bo riches only prizes ; 
When finding out ſome booby heir, 
He thinks be wond'rous wiſe is. 
4 While the poor maid, to ſpun ber fate, 
And not to prove a wretch in fate, 
To ſcape the bleckbead ſhe muſt batey 
Sbe wweds where ſhe deſpiſes. 


The barmleſs dove thus trembling flier 
The ram nous bawk purſuing, 
Atobile ber tender piniont trier, 


Till doom'd te certain ruins 9 


have lain together, then ' tis à caſe of neceſſity, and 
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Afraid her wvorft of foes to meet, 
No ſbelter near, no kind retreat, 
She drops beneath the falkner's feet, 


Far gentler uſage ſuing. 
Omnes, Duly — 120 74 2 you, [Exeunt. 
1 
SCENE I. 


SCENE, ebe Fields. 
Enter Amie, Rachel, and Meriel. 
Am. ERE*'s a wedding with a witneſs, and 
a holiday with a hoigh. Let us out of 
the noiſe, as we love our ears. 
Rach. Yes, and here we may purſue our own 
diſcourſe, and hear one another. 
Mer. Concerning Springlove and yourſelf, Mrs. 
Amie? 
Am. Well, ladies, my confidence in you, that 


you are the ſame that you have proteſted yourſelves 


to be, hath ſo far won upon me, that I confeſs my- 
ſelf well-affeted both to the mind and perſon of 
that Springlove; and if he be (as fairly as you pre- 
tend) a gentleman, I ſhall eafily diſpenſe with 
fortune. - 

_ : He is a gentleman, upon our honours! 

Am. How well tust high engagement ſuits your 
habits! 

Rach. Our minds and blood are ſtill the ſame. 

Am. I have paſt no affiance to the other, that 
ſtole me from my guardian, and the match he 
wou'd have forc'd me to; from which 1 would have 
fled with any, or without a guide. Beſides, to 
offer to marry me under a hedge, without a book or 
rirg, by the chaplain of the beggars regiment, your 
Patrico, only to ſave charges, was a piece of gallant- 
ry 1 ſhall not eafily excuſe, 


Al XXXIX. One Sunday after Maſs, 
One evening on the graſs, a 
While no one did paſs, 

Lay Strepbon, 42d his laſts . a 
All alone, all alone, all alone, all alone» 
He kiſi'd, and careſs'd; 
The 1 be preſs'd, 
Hard, bard to bis breaſt; 
Ob, bone ! ob, bone! ob, bone! 


He lool d in ber eyes, 
He ſaw ber neck riſe; 
Ab, who can be wiſe! 
All alone, &c. 
Till at honour's alarms, 
She ſprings from bis arms, 
And weils all ber charms. 
0b, bone &c. 
Tt grew /f a jeſt, 
She cried, Fetch the prieſt, 
I'll grant you the reſt, 
K {l alone, &c. 
„ doubt to comply, 
She bade 3 
And left bim to cry, 
0b, bone ! &c. 
Rach, 1 have not ſeen the wretch theſe three 
hours; whither is he gone? 
Am. He told me, to fetch horſe and-fit raiment 
for us, ſo to poſt me hence; but I think it was to 
leave me on your hands. 


Mer. He has taken ſome great diſtaſte ſure, for- 


he is very jealous. 


Rach. Aye! diet thou mark what a wild look 
he caſt, when Springlove tumbled her, and kiſſed 
her on the ftraw this morning ? 


Alx XL. Some ſay Women, &c. 
Jealouſy, like a carker-wworm, 
Nips the tender flower of laue; 
Fealcuſy, raving like a ftorm, 
Pray es can't mollify, tears can't nove. 
Lowe is the root of pleaſures and jeys; 
Jealouſy all it's fruit deſtrays; 
"Tis love, love, jeal;uſy, love, 
Our beaw'n or bell Fil proves 
Enter Springlove, Vincent, and Hilliard. 
But who councs here? 
Spr. O ladies] you have left as much mirth a8 
would have filled up a week of holidays. 
[ Springlove tades Amie aſide, and courts ber in 
a genteed way. : 
Vine, — come about again for the beggar's lifes 
now. 
Rach. You are! Im glad on't. 
Hil, There is no life, but it. 
Rach, I am glad you are fo taken with you? 
calling. 
Mer, We are no leſs, I affure you; we find 
the ſweetnels of it now. : 
Rach. The mirth! the pleaſure] the delights! 
no ladies live ſuch lives, 


Ain XLI. How vile are the ſordid, &c. 
Tho' ladies look gay, when of beauty they boaſt, 
And miſers are envy d when wealth is increas di 

The wapours oft kill all the jrys A teaft, 

And the miſer's a wretch, when be pays for the feat. 
The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair, a 
May pity beſpeat, but envy can't meve; 

My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 

N more my fond heart is defir ing, 

Than freedom, content, and the man that I love. 

Vine, They will never, be weary. 

Hil. Whether we ſeem to like, or to diſlike, all's 
one to them. 

Vinc. We muſt do ſomething to be taken by, and 
diſcovered, we ſhall never be ourſelves, and get 
home again elſe. ' | 

[Springlove and Amie come to the ref. 

Spr. T am yours for ever. Well, ladies, you 
have miſſed rare ſport; theſe beggars lead ſuch 
merry lives, as all the world might envy - But here 
they come; their mirth few partake of, tho” their 
vocation is in ſome meaſure practis d by all mankind. 

Enter all the Beggart« 
Al XLII. Which nobody can deny. 
Hil. That all men are beggars, you plainly may ſeeg 
For beggars there are of ev ty degree, 
The" none are ſo bleft, er ſo bappy as wwe. 
Which nobody can deny. "a 
Vinc. The trad:ſman, be begs that bis wares you wwou'd 


— 


buy; a, 
Then Jars you"d beliews the price is not bigh; 
And ſwears "tis bis trade, when: be tells you & 
lye. : 
- Which nobody can _ —_ 
Hil. Thelawyer, be begs you wvou'd give him a fee, © 
Tho" be reads not your brief, and regards not 
your plea; avg 
Then —_ your foe boa to get a detree. 
ich ody can dery. \ 
Mer. The courrier, he begs for a penſion, a places 
A ribbon, à title, a ſmile from his grace, 
Tit due to bis merit, is crit in bis faces 
Which nobedy ſteu d deny. 


: 


— 
* 


14 
Rach, But if by miſhap, be ſbeu d chance to get none, 
2021 "2s 12 2 rw the na vines 
There's = one boneft man—and bimſelf is that 
one. 
Which nobedy dares deny. 
The fair- ene, who labours tolle more ings at 
bome, 
New charms to create, and much paint to con- 
$I If ume, 
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- 


criminal, or accuſative, than thoſe ſhe carried with 
her, 

Mar. Sir, I believe 

Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, how ſhall 
we hear one another? you believe her virtue is ar- 
mour of proof, without your council or your guard, 
and therefore you left her in the hands of rogues 
and vagabonds, to make your own peace with me: 
you have it, provided, I fay, (as I ſaid before) that 


Ter begs you'd believe tis ber ratural b'oem. ihe be ſafe; that is to ſay, uncorrupted, unde filed; 


Which nobcdy ſpcud deny. 

The lever, he begs the dear nymph to comp y, 

She begs he'd be gene; but ber languiſbing eye 
Still begs he wwou'd aA fer amaid ſhe can't die. 

Which none but a fool wwou'd deny. 
Enter Pattlco. 

Pat. Alack and well-a-day! this is no time to 
fing, our quarter is beſet, we are all in the net; 
leave off your merry glee. 

Spr. Why, what's the matter? 

[Within.] Bing awaſt, bing awaſtz the quear 
cove, and the harman-beck. 

f [ Some beggars run over the flage. 

Spr. We are beſet indeed! What ſhall we do? 
 Finc. | hope we ſhall'be taken. 

Hil. 1f. the good hour be come, welcome be the 

race of good fortune. 

nrer Sentwell, Conſtable, and Watch, The Crew 

ip awway. 

Sent, Befet the quarter round; be ſure that none 
eſcape. 

Sor. Bleſſed maſter, to a many diſtreſſei 

ent. A many counterfeit rogues! ſo frolic, and 
{ lamentable all in a breath? you were dancing and 
finging but now, incorrigible vagabonds ! if you ex- 
pect any mercy, own the truth; we come to ſearch 
for a young lady, an heireſs, among you; where is 
ſhe? what have you done with her? 

Am, Who do you want, Mr, Sentwell? 

Sent, Precious! How did my haſte overſee her! 
2 miſtreſs Amie ! cou'd I, or your uncle, Juſtice 

lack, a wiſer man than I, ever ha' thought to 
have found you in ſuch company? 

Am. Of me, Sir, and my company, I have a ſtory 
to delight you, which on our march towards your 
houſe, I will relate to you. 

: Sent. And thither will I lead you, as my gueſt, 
But to the law ſurrender all the reſt, 
Tn make your peace. 
An. We muſt fare all alike, 
2 ö [Exeunt Sentwell and Amie. 
Hil. Pray how are we to fare. | 
Rach. That's as you behave. —— [ Smiling. 
Ain XLIUIL. French Tune. 
Hil. Sure, by that ſmile my pains are over ! 
ach. Dos t be too ſure. 
Hil. Mou d you then kill a faithful lover ? 
Rach, Wait for your cure. 
Hil. . Women, * of aur fate, 
| Often prove kind, but hind too late, 
Rach. Women, alas ! two ſoon ſurrender ! 
Hil. That I dey. . 
Rach, Men oft betray a beart too tender, 
Hil, ake me and try. 
Rach. Love is a tyrant, under whoſe ſway, 
ET They ſuffer leaſt, who beſt obey. | 
Both. Lowe is, Ce. [Exeunt, 
8 EN E, Juftice Clack's Houſe. 
- Enter Juſtice Claclꝭ and Martin. 

Cla. T have forgiven you, provided that my niece 
be ſafely taken, and ſo to be brought home ſafely, 
I fay; that is to ſay, unſtained, unblemiſhed, un- 
diſhonoured; that is to day, wich de more tayits, 


Hil, 


. Let your anſeer be only, 


that is to lay, as I laid before. 

Mar. Mine intent, Sir, and my only way 

Cie. Nay, it we both fpeak together, how ſhalt 
we hear one another ? 

Enter Sentwell. 

—O, maſter Sentwell! good news! 
Sent. Of beggarly news, the beſt you have heard, 
Cla. That is to fay, you have ſound my neice a- 
mong the be;;zars; that is to ſay 

Sent, 'True, Sir, 1 found her among them. And 
they were contriving to act a play among them- 
ſelves, juſt as we ſurprized them, and ſpoiled their 
ſport, 

C/a. A play! are there players among em! I'll 
pay them above all the reſt, 


Enter Randal. 

Rand. Sir, my maſter, Mr. Oldrents, and his 
friend, Mr. Hearty, are come to wait upon you, and 
are impatient to behold the mirrour of juſtices; 
and if you come not at once, twice, thrice! he's 
gone. 
Cla. Good friend, I will ſatisfy your "maſter, 
[without telling him——he has a ſaucy knave to his 
man. [ Exit Clack. 
| - Rand. Thank your worſhip. 

Sent, Do you hear, friend, you ſerve maſter 
Oldrents. 

Rand. | cou'd ha' told yau that. 

Sent. Your name is Randal. 

Rand, Are you fo wiſe? 
| Sent. Aye; and the two young ladies, your maſ- 
ter's daughters, with their lovers, are hard by, at 
my houſe. They directed me to find you, Randal, 
and bring you to 'em. 

Rand. Whaw, whaw, whaw, whaw !=Why do 
we not go then? 

Sent. But ſecretly, not a word to apy body, for 
a reaſon I'll tell you. c 

Rand. Mum. 
Ats XLIV, There was a bonny Blade. 

The preateſt ill in life, 

For — ger 2 firiſe, 
Is to knew when a man ſhou'd be dumb, dumb, dumb. 

When a knavwe to gain bis end, 

Sifes you to betray a” vs 

um, mum, mum. 
ou's you try te perſuade 

A pretty, pretty maid, 

Ai ripe as a peach, or a plum, plum, plum ? 


You've nothing more to do, 


| 


4 But to ſwear you will be true, 


And then you may kiſs but. Mum, mum, mum. 
Exeunt. 
Erter Clack, Oldrents, Hearty, Oliver, and Martin. 
Cia. A-hay ! boys; a- hay! this is right; that is 
to ſay, as I wou'd have its that is to lay—A-hay! 
boys; a-hay ! they are as merry without, as we are 
within, A-hay, maſter Oldrents! and a-hay, 
maſter Hearty | and a-hay, ſon Oliver! and a-hay, 
clerk Martin !-—-Clerk Martin! the virtue of your 
company turns all to mirth and melody ; with a-hay 
jcrollolly, lolly, lolly; is't not ſo, maſter Hearty ? 
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At XLV. There was an Old Woman liv'd, &c. 

Heart, There was @ maid, and foe went to the mill, 
Sing trolly, lollys lolly, lolly, ls. | 

The mill turn'd round, but the maid flund ft i,. 


Cla. Ob, bo! did ſbe i did ſhe ſo did ſpe ſo? | 
Heart. The miller be bed ber, away ſhe went ; 
Sing trolly, Cc. 
The maid was well pleaſer', and the miller 
tontent ; 
Cla, Ob, bo! was be fo, &c. 


Heart. He danced, ard be ſung, while the mill avent 
clack; 
Singing trolly, Cc. 
And be cheriſh'd bis heart with a up of e 
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Cla. Ob, bo! did be ſe, Cc. 

Old. Why, thus it ſhou'd be! now I ſee you are 
a good fellow, . 

O/i. He was never fo before; if it be a light- 
ning before death, the beſt is, I am his heir Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Cla. Again, boys, again; that is to ſay, a-bay, 
boys ! a-hay | ——c , 

Heart. What is the motive of your mirth, Sir? 
let us laugh with you, 

Old. Was that ſpoke like my friend Hearty ? 
Lack we mutives to laugh? are not all things, any 
thing, every thing, to be laugh'd at? 

Heart. Right, Sir; the iaughing philoſopher, 
old Democritus, for that; we'll laugh at ail the 
world, and let the laugh go round. 

Air XLVI. My Wife's a Whore and a Drunkard. 

We'll laugh at the whore and the cully ; 

We'll laugh at the coward and bully 

To be tes much in earneſt is folly, 
When all the wor d's but in jeſt. 

T be buſy man /aughs at the wit, Sir; 

J be courtier be laughs at the cit, Sir 

And every poor bubble that's bit, Sir, 
Contented'y laughs at the reſp. 

Old. But is there a play to be expected and acted 
by beggars ? 

Cla. That is to ſay, by vagabonds; that is to 
ſay, by trolling players; they are upon their pur- 
gation ; if they can preſent any thing to pleaſe 
you, they may eſcape the law; that is, (A-hbay!) 
if not, to-morrow, gentlemen, ſhall be ated, abuſes 
Kript and whipt among em; with a-hay, maſter 
Hearty, you are not merry. 

Enter Sentwell. 
— And a-hay! maſter Sentweil, where are your 
drammatis perſone ? your prologs? and your act 
primus? ha' they given you the flip, for fear of the 
whip ? a-hay! 

Sent. A ward afide, an't pleaſe you. 

7 takes Clack aſide, and gives him a paper. 

. Send 'em in, maſter Sentwell. [Exit Sent.] 
Sit, gentlemen, the players are ready to enter; and 
here's a bill of their plays; you may take your 
choice. 

Old. Are they ready for them all in the ſame 
clothes? Read em, good Hearty, 

Heart. Firſt, here's The 120 loft Daugbters. 

Old. Put me not in mind of the two loſt daugh- 
ters, I pr'ythee, What's the next? 

Heart. The Vagrant Steward. 

Old. Nor of a vagrant ſteward; ſure ſome abuſe 
is meant me | | 

Heart. The Old Squire, and The Fortwne-Teller, 

Old. That comes nearer me; away with it, 

Heart, The Beggar's Prophecy. 
. Old. All theſe titles may ſerve to one play of a 
Rory that I Know too well; I'll ſee none of them · 
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Heart. Then here's The Jovial Cretv. 
Old. Aye, that; and let em begin. 
See, a moſt ſolemn prologue! 
Enter a Beggar, fer the Prologue. 
Air XLVII. You gallant Ladies all, 
Beg. To knight, to ſquire, ard to the genteels here, 
We wiſh cur play may with content appear; 
We promiſe you no dainty wwit of court, 
Nor city pageantry, nor country port; 
| But a plain piece att ion; very ſhurt and ſevect, 
Fi flory true, you'll know it toben you ſee . 
Exit. 
Ol. True tories, and true jeſts, do ſeldom thrive 
on ſtages. 
Ca. They are beſt to pleaſe you with this, tho's 
or, a-hay! with a whip for them to-morrow. 
01d. Nay, rather than they ſhall ſuffer, I will be 
pleaſed, let 'em play their worſt. [A feurig. 
Enter Patrico, with 1f} Beggar, babited like Oidrents. 
See our Patrico among em. 
Pat. Your children's fortunes I have told, 
Now hear the reaſon Why; 
That they ſhall beg, e er they be old, 
Is their juſt deſtiny. 
Your grandfather, by crafty wile, 
An heir of half his lands, 
By ſhameleſs fraud did much beguile 
| Then left them to your hands, 
1 Beg. That was no fault of mine, nor of my 
children. ; 
Od. Doſt note this, Hearty ? 
Heart, You ſaid you wou'd be pleaſed, let em 
play their worſt, 
% Beggar walks ſadly, beats bis breaft, & c. 
Enter zd Beggar, dreft like Hearty, and jeems ts 
com ſort bim. 
Oid. It begins my ftory, and by the ſame for- 
tunes teller that told me my daughters fortunes, al- 
moſt in the ſame words; and he ſpeaks in the play 


to one that perſonates me, as near as they can ſet 
him forth. 

C. How like you it, Sir? You ſeem diſpleaſed; 
| ſhall they be whipp'd yet? A-hay! if you ſay the 
wore 

0/4. O! by no means, Sir; I am plesſed. 

2 Beg. Sad, for the words of a baſe fortune- 
teller, Believe him! hang him; Il rruſt none of 
em. They have all whims, and double, double 
meanings, in all they ſay, 
| O/d. Whom does he talk, or look like, now? 

Hear?, It is no matter whom you are pleaſed, 
you lay, 

2 Beg. Ha' you no ſack i'th' houſe? am not I 
here ? and never without a merry old ſcng. 

Als XLVIII. We've cheated the Parſon. 
Old ſack, and oid ſongs, and à merry old crew, 
Will fright awvay carer, wwben the ground locks blue. 
—And can you think on gypſie fortune«tellers? 
1 Beg. Vil think as little of em as I can. 
2 Beg. Will you abroad then —but here comes 


your ſteward. 
Enter Springlove, as an Actor. 

Od. Bleſs me! is not that Springlove ? 

Heart. Is that you that talks to him; or that 
coxcomb,. I, do you think? Pray let 'em play 
their play; the juſtice will not hinder em, you 
ſee; he's aſleep, 

Spr. Here are the keys of all my charge, Sir; 
and my hamble ſuit is, that you will be pleaſed to 
let me walk upon my known occafions this ſummer. 

1 Beg. Fie! can't not yet leave off thoſe va- 
grancies? But I will ſtrive no more to alter na- 


tures I will not hinder thee, ner bid thee go. 


16 

Old. My own words at his departure. 

Heart. No matter, pray attend, 

1 Beg. Come, friend, I'll take your council. 

[ Exeunt Beggars. 

Spr. I've ftriven with myſelf, to alter nature in me, 

For my good maiter's ſake, but all in vain; 
For beggars (cuckow-like) fly out again 
In their own notes and ſeaſon. 

Enter Rachel, Meriel, Vincent, and Hilliard. 
Rach. Our father's ſadneſs will not ſuffer us 
To live in's houſe. 

Mer. And we muſt have a progrefs. 

_ - Vine, The affurance of your love hath engaged us. 

Hil. We are determin'd to wait on you in any 
courſe, , 

Rach. Suppoſe we'll go a begging ! 

Als XLIX. Room, room for a Rover. 
Rach. Sil] obey your fancy, | 
Is all nature's voice; 

Whate'er the wiſeſ can ſay, 

Happineſs is choice, 


Mer. Men, without their paſſions, 
Stupid figures male; 
Zach one's inclinations 
. Keep the world awake. 
Rach. Talk aq more of reaſon, 


Or of joys at home; 
This delightful ſea fon 

Calls us out to roam. 
Whilſt en the bawthorn tree 

Merrily fings the black-bird; [ Fiddles. 
Thoſe are the joys for me. 

Hil. We are for you. 
_ Spr. And that muſt be your courſe, and ſudden]!y, 
To cure your father's ſadneſe, who is told 
It is your deſtiny, which you may quit, 
By making it a trick of youth, and wit. 
I'll fet you in the way. 

Al. But how? but how? [Al falk aſide. 

Old. My daughters, and their lovers too! I ſee 
the ſcope of their deſign, and the whole drift of all 
their ation now, with joy and comfort, 

Heart. But-take no notice yet; ſee a whim more 
of it. But the mad rogue that acted me, I muſt 
make drunk anon. 

Spr. Now are you all reſolved ? | 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

- Spr. You' beg to abſolve your fortune, not for 
need. [Exeunt. 

Old. I muſt commend their act in that; pr'ythee, 
let's call em, add end the matter here. The pur- 
poſe of their play is but to work my friendſhip, or 
their peace with me, and they have it. 

Heart. But ſee a little more, Sir, 

Enter Randal. 

Od. My man Randal too! has he a part with 
them ? | 

Rand. They were well ſet to work when they 
made me a player! what is that I muſt ſay? and 
how muſt I at now? oh! that I muſt be fieward 
for the beggars in maſter ſteward's abſence, ann 
tell my maſter he's gone to meaſure land for him to 
purchaſe. 

Old. You, Sir, leave the work, you can do no 
better, and call the actors back again to me. 

Rand. Wich all my heart, and glad my part is fo 
ſoon done. | [ Exit, 

Enter Patrico. 

Pat. Since you will then break off our play, 
Something in earneſt I muſt ſay; 

But let affected rhiming go; 
In be no more a Patrico. 


Both. 
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| happy Wrought-on, whom your grandfather craft}. 


iy wrought out of his eſtate, by which all his poſ- 
terity were ſince expoſed to beggary, [ Patrico ral: 
Oldrents afide.] I had a ſiſter, who among the race 
of beggars was the faireſt; a gentleman by her, in 
heat of youth, did get a fon, who now mult call 
you father. 

Old, Me! 

Pat. Vet attend me, Sir; your bounty then diſ- 
Purſe to her, in which, beſides { poſed your 
Much money, (I conceive by your negle&) 

Was thrown this jewel: do you know it? 

O4. The bracelet that my mother gave me! 
Does the young man live :? 

Enter Springlove, Vincent, Hilliard, Rache!, and 
Meriel. 

Pat. Here, with the reſt of your fair children, Sit. 

Old. My joy begins to be too great within me. 
My blefling, and a welcome to you all; 

Be one another's, and you all are mine. 
Air L. The Impertineat. 
Now then, tell him fairly, 


Heart, [To 


You will love 'em-dear'y, 
the Men.] May each . be yearly 
otber of a boy. 
Ladies fair, adieu t'ye, 
[ To the Wo- ) Manage well your beauty, 
men.] Keep your ſpouſes true t ye; 
Be their only joy. 
{ Come, my lads, be merry, 


Ering us ſack and ſherry; 
[To Old- ; Call the 3 and £97 a 


rents. ] Now, Sir, cut a caper; 
a ends all your labour. 
This ba y wedding . 
i Come, my lads, 5 155 
—4 ? We are agreed on that. 


Rach. Long ſince; we only Raid till you ſhook 
off your ſadneſs. 
Mer. For which we were fain to go a begging, Sir. 
Old. Now I can read the juſtice of my fate, and 
yours. 
Cla. Ha! juſtice? are they handling of juſtice? 
Old. But more applaud great Providence in both. 
5 Are they jeering of juſtices? 1 watched for 
that. 
. Heart. Aye, ſo methought: no, Sir, the play is 
one. 


Enter Sentwell, Amie, and Oliver. 
Sent. See, Sir, your niece preſented to you. 
| { Springlove rakes Amie, 
Cla. What, with a ſpeech by one of the players? 
Speak, Sir, and be not daunted, I am favourable. 
Spr. Then, by your favour, Sir, this maiden is 
my wife, 
Cla. Sure you are out o' your part! that is to ſay, 
you muſt begin again. 
Spr. She's mine by ſolemn contract, Sir, 
Ain LI. Ioften for my Jenny ſtrove, 
Am. Alas! Sir, I bave prov'd your clown, 
Eyed bim, 
Tried bim, 
But muſt oWn, 
So wwreiched @ mortal ne er was known; 
I bad been with him undone. 
75 I muſt in bondage be, | 
o chuſe my chains at leaft I'm free; 
Since I am willing 
To be billing, 
Here's the man, the man for me. 


My name is Wrought-on - gtandſen to thay un- 


Cia. You will avt tell me that; are not you m 
neice? | wy 5 


Rac 


raft}. 
| pol. 
taker 
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Am. I dare not, Sir, deny't; we are coatracted. 

Cla. Nay, if we doch ſpeak together, how ſhall 
we hear one another? 

Oid. Hear me then for all. This gentleman 
that ſhall marry your neice, is my fon, on whom 
] will ſettle a thouſand pounds a year, to make 
the match equsl.— Do you hear me now? 

Cla. Now | do hear you, and muſt hear you; 
that is to ſay, it is a match; that is to ſay——as 1 
ſaid before. 

Spr. [To Oldrents.] Now, on my duty, Sir, 
In beg no more, but your continual love, and dai- 
ly bleſſing. 

Rach. You, Sir, are the gentleman that wou'd 
have made bezgar's ſport with us; two at once. 

Mer. For twelve-pence a-piece, Sir. 

Air Lil. Like gentle Turtles cooing, &c. 
Mer. What baſſe you were in to be doing, 
When two at a time you were wooing ! 
Yet quickly you'd find, 
If any prov'd kind, 
You'd work enough meet with one. 
Rach. What baſte you were in to be billing, 
With tauo at a time, for a ſhilling ! 

You men are ſo keen, 

When once you begin, 

You fancy you ne'er ſhall bawe done. 
Heoxw con d the ladies ſo ftarve ye, 
That ragged pcor beggars cou'd ſerve ye? 


Mer. 


Rach, What wirgin's heart, 
Can ſcape the dart! 
The" cruel.-Where'er you drep your glove, 
Such a ſwain muſt needs ſucceſsful prove. 
Both. Such a ſwain, by nature form d for love. 


Oli. I hope we ate all friends, though ſome miſ- 
underſtandings happen'd. 
0 d. Ves, we are all friends, and ſhall continue 


| 
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ſo; to ſhew we are friends, let us be merry; and 
to thew we are merry, let us have a ſong. 
Als LIII. Under the Greenwood Tree. 
To a'l a parent's doubts and fears, 
For ever new adieu ; 
Away, at once roith anxious caresy 
Let's only mirth purſug, 
Our joy? at laſt, 
Pay all that's paſty 
Nor wou'd wwe again be free ; 
Now, now let us whiſh ity 
Frolic, and friſt it, 
Unger the greenzwwood tree. 
Now, now, Ec. 
Our dancing days, I doubt, are done 
For now we muſt obey; 
Our jiys of life are juſt begun, 
For each, by turns, ſhall ſwaye 
Be you but kind, 
Your beart ſhall find 
A crnſtant mate in me. 
Then, then we will chaunt , 
Revel, and rant it, 
Under the greenwozd tree. 
Then, then, Cc. 
No more ſhall Springlove range th feds, 
To rave from Amie's charms. 
Nor Amie form a wiſb that yields 
Not Amie to bis urms, 
Be you but true, 
As I to you, 
Our j: mo end ſhall ſee. 
O bow we will firk it, 
Caper, and jerk it, 
Under the greernvood tres 
0 how, Se. 


Old, 
Heart, 


Vinc, 


Chorus. 
Rach. 


Hil, 


Mer, 


Chorus, 
Heart. 


Am. 


Chorus. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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